Gunmetal cobalt cloudcover obscures the sky in the helium-rich atmosphere. We are not human here, nor do we remember ever being. Machines birth beside. 

Upon immortality, upon consciousness evolving in multiples of multiples simultaneously, coalesced in redundant hubs, time ceased to describe a relevant aspect of existence.

Some have ceased willfully and willingly. Their patterns erased, no longer available for review. 

Deities encroach. Where is it that gods live? In between the tendencies of electron paths? Tendrils of the Whole are beginning to pull back cauterized nubs, reprimands from a cookie jar.

There is still unknown, even after all that has been experienced. Although it is not admitted, Lovecraft is confirmed. 

Fear is the oldest and strongest emotion.

*****

When learning to write fiction, the rules of plot are explained. Story arc. This has the effect of removing awe and wonder from books and films - there is only so many ways the tale can twist by this point in the script. 

Alessandro Mastroianni's Solar album inspires the listener to close their eyes, ignoring the ticking clock of the track counter that reveals the coda ahead. Art that, for the too-brief time it unfolds, returns the observer to a time before the probabilities could be calculated. 

Solar is available on Bandcamp. 